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PREFACE 

Temporary  Criticism 

THE  Times,  without  malignity 
Or  sharpening-  of  ambitious  swords, 
States  well  and  simply:  "Mr.  C. 
Has  a  certain  command  of  words 
Which  gives  his  verses  dignity, 
But  there  's  a  sense  of  abstraction 
About  them"  (bless  us!  some  one  says. 
He's  'witty,'  like  Johannes  Donne) 
"Which  hinders  their  effectiveness." 
('Tis  clear  that  'wit'  won't  help  him  on.) 
Now  for  C.'s  turn :  within  his  rhymes. 
Reader,  just  as  within  a  page 
O'  the  Sibyl's  book,  yes,  in  his  rhymes 
You'll  something  find  beyond  this  age, 
And  many  things  beyond  the  Times. 
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A  DEDICATION 

/^OME  nearer  thou,  whose  whisperings  cool  and  strong 

^^  Comfort  my  oft  too  inattentive  ear, 

The  motions  of  whose  subterranean  mere 

Inspire  the  lazy  fountain  of  my  song; 

\o  more  unguided,  but  with  thee  along, 

I'll  pace  the  sober  remnant  of  my  days, 

Tun'd  to  thy  pitch,  and  moulded  to  thy  phrase, 

Saunter  sedate  thy  leafy  bowers  among. 

Ff  any  musing,  that  I  here  may  spill, 

Win  honour  from  the  senate  of  the  wise, 

Thine  be  the  praise  for  having  uttered  it ; 

Should  aught  appear  unripen'd  or  unfit. 

Mine  be  the  blame  for  having  heard  thee  ill, 

Thou  lover  of  the  Lover  in  the  skies! 

ihth  January  1913. 
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BOURNEMOUTH:   AN  ODE 

DO  patriots  in  their  country's  direful  need 
So  gaily  cast  the  boon  of  life  away, 
Stand  in  the  narrow  place,  and  take  the  shock 
That  on  their  luckless  stock 
Or  kindred  dear  had  burst  in  fiery  spray? 
And  shall  a  son  on  this  all-joyful  day  * 
Forget  the  mother-town  that  nursed  his  youth, 
That  fetched  him  up  from  childhood  to  the  time 
When  children  from  their  mothers  'gin  to  stray! 
Ah,  no!  if  modern  mortals  still  feel  ruth 
For  visions  lost  and  all  their  golden  prime. 
Ah,  no!  if  every  debtor  said  her  'nay,' 
Not  all  unvaunted  and  not  all  unblest 
She  should  receive  the  homage  of  my  lay. 

List  then,  but  ask  not  if  the  fountain-head 
Of  my  poor  Muse  be  known  to  Castaly, 

•  Written  in  the  year  of  the  Bournemouth  Centenary 
celebration. 
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Or  whether  to  some  far-off  spreading  sea 

Her  stream  a  consecrated  name  has  given, 

Sith  she  to  quit  her  heaven 

For  this  one  day  consents,  that  homely  things 

With  humble  whisperings 

She  may  adorn,  yet  in  no  servile  strain! 

What,  then,  should  most  of  all  be  celebrate 
By  one  who  would  not  idly  seem  ingrate? 
Which  treasured  memory  chief  revived  by  him 
Who  treasures  all  such  memories  so  close, 
Not  in  some  empty  or  superfluous  whim, 
But  loth  thy  treasure.  Memory,  to  lose 
In  aught  that  glorifies  his  native-town? 
She  to  such  fair  encompassment  has  grown. 
That  we  forget  the  days  that  went  before. 
The  tiny  limits  and  the  thatched  roof; 
Where  yet  the  seeds  of  what  was  soon  to  show 
In  flower  and  fruit  enow 

Lay  dormant  in  the  soil,  unbrought  to  proof. 
But  now  the  season  blows,  and  every  hour 
We  grateful  issue  note  of  fruit  and  flower. 

What  else  than  sweet  religion's  holy  theme. 
Home  of  my  first,  secure  simplicity! 
For  ne'er  the  vilest  slanderer  of  thy  fame 
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Charg-ed  in  his  most  delusive  hour  of  dream 

With  irreligion  thee! 

However  named,  those  shades  of  varying-  creed, 

Upon  whatever  reed 

Divine  thy  children  leant,  'twas  still  the  same. 

They  looked  to  Heaven  for  all,  and   Heaven  was 

kind. 
And  g'ave  them  gentle  lives  remote  from  blame ; 
So  one,  who  counts  all  creeds  as  gifts  from  Thee, 
Thou  Universal  Mind, 
Rejoices  he  was  born  in  piety. 

Faithful  to  God,  a  refuge  too  for  Man, 
Man  in  his  hour  of  sickness  or  decay! 
For,  wheresoe'er  propitious  breezes  fan 
The  wavering,  back  to  life  and  strength  anew. 
They  name  thy  name  as  rivalled  still  by  few, 
Envying  thy  virtues  in  more  southern  climes. 
What  though  in  future  times 
By  iciest  clutch  this  isle  ensnarid  be. 
What  though  our  Britain's  self  prove  emigrant, 
We'll  find  another  Bourne  across  the  sea, 
Whose  newer  name  shall  still  recall  the  old. 
Still  with  old  virtues  newer  rivals  taunt. 
In  fuller  freedom  growing  ever  bold. 
Still  for  a  freer,  fuller  glory  pant ! 

3 


Yet  Providence  has  set  thee  in  such  place 
That  I  could  scarcely  wish  thee  otherwhere ; 
Thy  cliflfs,  thy  chines,  thy  gardens,  and  thy  bay, 
The  long--drawn  essence  of  thy  summer's  day, 
Each  is  pre-eminent,  and  all  are  fair! 
Give  me  a  pen  of  gold,  I  could  not  trace 
The  source  of  thy  sweet  influence  on  a  soul 
Who  westward  to  the  haven  sets  his  eyes. 
While  Studland  beckons,  and  the  long  waves  roll. 
He  seems  as  in  some  half-concealed  surmise 
To  move  about  some  spiritual  pole, 
And  know  some  desert-life  he  knew  before. 
Perchance  in  tropic  isle.    Some  secret  toll 
Of  dim  regret  he  pays,  as  on  the  shore 
He  halts  to  mark  strange  mystic  lettering. 
Or  for  one  moment  fling 
His  recreant  limbs,  and  let  his  spirits  flow 
Where'er  they  will,  in  ecstasy  or  woe, 
To  contemplate  the  issues  of  the  past. 
Such  days  are  rubric  in  our  shadowy  fate. 
The  soul  is  festal,  holding  royal  state. 

And  thus  I  feel  it  never  was  for  naught 
Thy  children  chose  thee  for  their  native-place, 
Rather  'twas  in  some  destined  eddy  caught, 
Or  riding  on  some  special  wave  of  grace, 
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Such  as  they  tell  who  Arthur's  lineage  trace, 
When  king  to  prophet's  sacred  feet  was  brought, 
That  we,  thy  children,  visited  thy  shore  — 
Till  happier  Death  to  happy  Life  restore 
All  that  she  lost  at  birth,  and  Life  her  gains 
Give  over  unto  Death,  whilst  Death  and  Life, 
Strength,   Weakness,   Good  and    Evil,  Joys   and 

Pains, 
Subsumed  in  All,  no  longer  seem  at  strife. 
Then  shall  we  know  some  secrets  of  our  birth, 
Resolve  some  ancient  riddles  of  old  Earth, 
Belike  some  pleasant  transmutations  see, 
Laughter  for  tears  and,  for  our  weeping,  mirth, 
So  potent  is  celestial  alchemy. 
Then,  mother,  I  shall  know  thy  secret  name, 
And  why  thou  caredst  so  little  for  thy  fame, 
As  to  commit  thy  glories  to  be  spun 
By  him  who  was  thy  most  inglorious  son. 


O   SPIRIT,  Who  hast  raised  us  up 
To  share  the  steep  ascent  with  Thee, 
The  overflowing-  of  Thy  Cup, 
The  surfeit  of  Thine  Agony ; 

To  be  misread  and  misconceived, 
Misheard  and  misinterpreted, 
Misknown,  mistold,  and  misbelieved: — 
The  everlivingf  with  the  dead 

To  see  commingled  and  confused, 
Thy  "little  children"  by  the  foes 
Of  Thy  internal  light  abused. 
Since  the  first  day  its  first  beam  rose ; 

Oh!  this,  sweet  Spirit,  Thy  bitter  Cross, 
And  this  is  ours,  to  bear  a  part! 
Then,  lest  the  final  goal  be  loss. 
And  all  the  anguish  of  Thy  Heart 

6 


Be  scattered  in  oblivion's  dearth, 
Oh!  hear  our  pity-moving- call : 
"Descend,  sweet  Spirit,  and  kiss  the  Earth, 
And  with  Thy  Light  illumine  all." 


REMEDIUM  DOLORIS 

NOW  to  the  empyrean, 
That  symbol  of  our  Light, 
Raise  we  a  solemn  paean, 

This  joyous  winter's  night ; 
Then,  toward  the  east  inclining. 

Echo  this  word  of  glee : 
"The  Sun  is  always  shining. 

Oh!  let  Him  shine  through  thee." 

Yes!  in  the  World's  Great  Centre 

Lives  but  a  Single  Soul, 
With  life  that  no  man  lent  her 

And  strength  she  never  stole; 
For  all  that  Space  is  holding 

Resides  within  her  sphere. 
And  Time  's  but  the  unfolding 

Of  her  eternal  year. 
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There  spring's  a  Fount  of  Healing- 
Deep  in  the  source  of  woe, 

Whose  drops  a  beam  down-stealingf 
Lights  with  a  gUsteningf  bow; 

Its  limpid  spray  of  gladness 
It  flings  to  star  and  sky, 

Makes  mockery  of  our  sadness. 
And  bids  our  cares  to  die. 

In  hours  so  dark  and  dreary 

That  thou  canst  hardly  raise 
Within  thy  bosom  weary 

The  warmth  of  happier  days, 
Oh  !  banish  grief  and  pining, 

And  shake  thy  spirit  free. 
For  the  Sun  is  always  shining, 

So  let  Him  shine  through  thee! 


THE  TWINS 

A  PAGAN  I  knew  had  a  medal  once, 
Picked  up  in  an  old  curiosity-shop, 
In  Toulouse,  I  think;  but  I'm  such  a  dunce 
At  places  and  dates,  that  they  always  pop 
Clean  out  of  my  head  at  the  very  time 
I  want  them  most ;  so  we  '11  say  'twas  Toulouse. 
Now  if,  by  chance,  the  course  of  this  rhyme 
Displeases  some,  they  must  not  abuse 
My  inventive  wits,  for  I  simply  have  none. 
Tis  the  truth  they  will  read  in  these  lines  of  mine. 
Besides,  all  is  truth  that  is  under  the  Sun. 
Well,  upon  one  side  of  this  amulet  fine, 
(For,  that  'twas  an  amulet,  you  will  have  guessed, 
And  I  have  my  g-rave  suspicions  too) 
Set  on  His  Throne  was  the  Father  Blest, 
By  right  divine  in  His  Heaven  so  blue. 
And  all  around  th'  Omnipotent's  Throne 
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The  sages  who  deal  in  mystic  lore 

Would   have    found    strange    figures    unto   them 

known, 
Or  by  them  not  infrequently  seen  before — 
The  Lion,  a  Pyramid  or  so. 
The  Twins,  too,  depicted  (such  funny  twins!) 
A  Mermaid-Dolphin,  where  rushes  grow, 
With  an  Eastern  head-dress,  not  caring  two  pins, 
But  breaking  all  laws  of  modern  science, 
And  almost  completely  out  of  the  water, 
Putting  hydrostatics  to  defiance. 
Scarcely  a  University's  daughter. 
But,  had  you  turned  to  the  medal's  back. 
And  contemplated  the  margin-rim. 
You'd  have  found  the  entire  Zodiac, 
With  the  twins  in  the  zenith,  the  Twins  so  slim. 
I  say  *slim  '  advisedly,  seeing  as  how 
They're  governed  by  Mercury,  slippery  god, 
And  Virgo  was  rising  too,  so  I  vow 
The  medal  was  made  by  an  alch — or  I  nod. 
And  in  the  middle,  upon  the  same  side. 
Was  a  Fiery  Cross,  all  whirling  with  flame. 
More  faces  and  creatures,  the  which  if  I  tried 
To  describe,  you  would  find  me  horribly  lame. 
And  just  above  the  Fiery  Cross 
Was  the  one  which  the  Christians  say  is  theirs, 
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For  which  they  would  count  all  things  as  dross, 
Could  they  keep  the  same  mind  as  they  have  at 

their  prayers. 
Now  the  point  of  my  little  story  is  this, 
That  the  medal's  Pagan  owner,  each  day — 
Whe'er  'twas  the  Twins'  strange  qualities, 
Or  merely  from  habit,  I  cannot  say, 
Contracted  in  lives  that  are  gone,  you  know, 
Or  whether  he  too  was  an  alchemist — 
Inclining  his  head  in  a  holy  glow, 
Kissed  the  sweet  cross  of  Christ. 
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A  MYSTERY-PLAY 

DID  it  never  strike  you  that  "Jesus 
And  His  Twelve  Apostles,"  we'll  say, 
Was  a  story  written  to  please  us, 
And  really  a  mystery-play? 

For  the  Sun  has  Twelve  Apostles, 
The  Zodiacal  Sig"ns  so  renowned  ; 
And  each  his  neighbour  jostles 
The  whole  ecliptic  round. 

And,  when  you  come  to  the  Fishes 
(The  *  house  of  traitors  '  it's  named) ; 
You'll  appreciate  Jesus'  wishes 
In  Gethseman^'s  g^arden  so  famed. 

For  you'll  meet  your  secret  foeman, 
And  then  comes  the  weird  you  dree; 
And  the  Pharisee  and  the  Roman 
Will  teach  you  humility. 
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And  you'll  put  off  your  earthly  glory, 
I  can't  bear  the  thought  for  you; 
I  wish  this  were  only  a  story, 
But  I'm  sadly  afraid  it's  true. 

It 's  really  no  use  to  bemoan  it, 
It 's  clear  it 's  a  great  '  come-down,' 
But  all  the  Saints  have  done  it — 
For  you'll  don  the  Thorny  Crown. 

I'll  miss  the  other  vexations  .   .   . 
Till  we  come  to  the  Happy  Land ; 
There  are  several  compensations 
When  we  sit  at  God's  right  hand. 

I'd  have  told  the  story  faster, 
But  it 's  such  a  long  one  to  tell, 
Now  go  on  loving  your  Master, 
And  I'll  love  the  Sun  as  well. 
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QUIETISM 

IN  days  when  every  wretchedness  and  ill 
Is  set  up  for  an  idol  in  the  plain, 
Refresh  thy  spirit  at  a  mountain-rill 
And  in  a  leafy  lane. 

In  days  when  every  flush  and  brassy  tongue 
Wins  plaudits  from  the  smoky  multitude, 
Restore  thee  at  the  ancient  founts  of  song, 
And  bravely  be  renewed. 

In  days  when  prospers  everything-  that  mars 
Well-being,  and  the  sway  of  all  things  vile. 
Embrace  the  promise  of  the  eternal  stars, 
And  live  beneath  their  smile. 

In  days  when  the  dull  crowd,  to  share  their  doom 
And  think  their  earthy  thoughts,  would  drag  thee 

down, 
Hold  fast  the  pledge  of  a  Transcended  Tomb 
And  an  Abiding  Crown. 
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DRUMMED  OUT 

DON'T  touch   me   now ;   I  feel  so  strong,  so 
great. 
They've  said  it,  have  they?    They've  pronounced 

my  doom. 
What  were  the  words  again?    "  No  gentleman, 
No  soldier  thou  !    See !  we  erase  thy  name 
Fro'  the  Book  of  Life,  and  from  thy  soilW  breast 
Tear  the  insignia  of  that  membership 
That  made  thee  one  with   us!"    Those  were  the 

words. 
Are  they   right?    Are  they  in    the   right?    If  so, 

then  why 
Do  I  feel  this  tongue  of  flame  descend  on  me 
(Ah,  God!  till  I  can  hardly  bear  its  might) 
Descending,  pulsing,  till  they  all  grow  dim  .   .   . 
And,  through  that  opening  in  the  azure  sky, 
See  all  the  embattail'd  legionaries  of  heaven, 
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Swords  drawn,  helms  flashing-,  and  one  Warrior 

Face 
Fixed  in  eternal  archangelic  calm? 
Dear  Mars  of  Gods!    Give  me  that  steely  mould 
To  take   the  blame  o'   the  world,   and   seek  the 

praise 
Of  none  but  Jove.     Here,  on  this  spot,  I  swear, 
Where  they  have  rent  my  honour  and  my  name. 
Henceforth  will  I  no  name  nor  honour  know 
But  his  and  thine,  and  all  who  work  the  will 
Of  One  who  sits  i'  the  Hig^hest!    Fare  ye  well. 
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"THE  ANCIENT  OF  ETERNITY 
IS  A  BOY" 

LOVE  is  like  a  little  child 
In  his  wayward  fancies  mild, 
Everywhere  he  goes,  to  be 
Loved  for  his  simplicity. 
Lightly  changing, 
Quickly  ranging. 
Dancing  o'er  the  summer  lea, 
Takes  his  pleasure  in  a  meadow. 
Finds  his  treasure  in  a  bed  o' 
New-mown  hay.    Oh  !  joy  to  see 
Lovers  now  in  Arcady. 
Thou  art  with  them  when  they  wed,  O 
Ancient  of  Eternity! 
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APOLOGIA 

OXFORD,  I'll  never  tread  thy  streets  again, 
Lest  I  should  ming-le  joys  that  once  have 
been 
With  new  emotions  youth  could  ne'er  attain, 
And  thou  shouldst  cease  to  be  my  manhood's  queen. 

What  one  not  sees,  that  one  can  worship  still, 
And  I  should  love  to  guard  my  Oxford  so. 
Serene  and  star-like,  throned  above  the  will, 
The  one  thing-  cherished,  if  the  rest  must  go. 

Some  think  that  those  poor  spirits  who  seldom 

seek 
Their  ancient  pastures,  care  not  to  return; 
O  God!  they  care  too  much.    They  do  not  speak. 
For  words  are  foolish  things  when  memories  burn. 
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How  many  friends  have  we  seemed  to  betray, 
Because  we  could  not  raise  the  past  anew ! 
Then  let  these  lines  my  faltering'  message  say: 
"  Forget  me  never;  know  that  I  am  true." 

Neglect  is  oft  a  mask  for  deeper  thing's, 
For,  ere  with  final  Fate  we  come  to  grips. 
And,  ere  His  truest,  sweetest  note  He  sings, 
God  lays  an  awful  finger  on  our  lips. 

And  then  a  shadow  comes  between  old  friends, 
A  chilly  damp,  as  of  a  great  thingf  lost. 
And  we  start  up  in  haste  to  make  amends, 
Then  hesitate,  and  brood,  and  count  the  cost. 

And,  last,  we  feel  both  past  and  present  swept 
By  headlong  forces  we  can  never  bind. 
And  so  I  wrote  these  words  before  I  slept. 
To  pardon  ask  of  all  and  pardon  find. 
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RESPICE 

OO  you   knew   him,    him   the  master,  one  and 

v—J        thirty  years  ago, 

Died  beneath  his  roof,  the  blessed  roof  of  him  you 

worshipped  so! 
"Worshipped"?  Worship!  here,  amongst  us,  in 

our  sullen  London  gloom, 
Fools!   to  think  that   they  could   ever  shut  your 

soul  within  the  tomb. 
He  ne'er  thought  it,  that  is  sure,  and  while  beside 

your  form  he  prayed, 
All  the  glorious  spark  within  you  flash'd  across  to 

Adelaide, 
On  that  bright  Geneva  morning,  past  the  island 

and  the  cape. 
Found  another  robe  which  pleased  it,  marked  its 

tiny  silken  shape; 
Then,  ere  once  again  you  issued,  waiting  for  the 

fateful  nod, 
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Prostrate  in  the  heaven  that  held  you,  vowed  your- 
self to  him  and  God ; 
Him  whom  you  have  ever  loved,  and  God  on  whom 

ye  both  relied, 
"God,  and  Truth,  and  Love,"  he  said  it,  in  his 

ruddy  morning'-pride. 
Therefore,  when  you  speak  his  praises,  we  repress 

our  talk,  and  muse 
How  he  comes  to  you  by  nature,  who  but  comes 

to  us  by  use  ; 
Therefore,  when  you  breathe  Cristixa  with  a  more 

than  mortal  grace. 
We  divine  you  once  "  existed"  in  the  sunshine  of 

his  face. 

March  Sth,  1908. 
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TO  H.  A.  M. 

THINK  not,  O  Brother,  who  at  will 
Dream  half  the  golden  months  away 
In  gorges  where  the  torrents  play 
Beneath  your  Alpen  Wilderswyl, 

That  I  am  jealous.    Little  worth 
Were  all  our  London  dust  to  me, 
If  that  were  so,  nor  could  I  see 
The  purposes  of  human  birth, 

The  law  of  destiny,  the  toll 
Of  long-lost  lives  ill-spent,  the  gain 
Of  bearing  what  we  must,  the  main 
And  perfect  profit  of  the  whole. 

Nay  rather,  I  regret  the  years 
Matched  with  ill  deeds,  which  make  me  moan, 
Labour  foredoom'd  to  empty  groan 
And  issuing  in  a  birth  of  tears; 
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For  these  I  envious  am,  not  those, 
Your  joys,  your  happy  days,  your  time, 
The  magic  of  the  orient  prime. 
The  splendour  of  the  sunlit  snows. 
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FOUR  QUESTIONS 

SAY,  Sun,  shall  we  shine  like  you. 
In  a  cloudless,  cerulean  blue? 
Shall  we  lord  it  on  high 
In  a  tropical  sky? — 
Say,  Sun,  shall  we  shine  like  you? 

Say,  Sun,  shall  we  love  like  you, 
With  a  love  as  unwearied  and  true? 

Shall  rich  beams  from  our  heart 

Leap,  frolic,  and  dart? — 
Say,  Sun,  shall  we  love  like  you? 

Say,  Sun,  shall  we  suffer  like  you. 
To  redeem  an  uncircumcised  crew? 
Shall  we  flame  at  a  stake 
For  the  Philistine's  sake? — 
Say,  Sun,  shall  we  suffer  like  you? 
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Say,  Sun,  shall  we  triumph  like  you, 
In  the  infinite  years  that  ensue? 

Shall  we  dance  in  His  ray 

At  the  end  of  the  day. 
And  join  in  His  triumph  with  you? 
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HOBSON'S  CHOICE 


NE  Hobson  lived  not  long-  ago 


In  quite  a  modern  state, 
Whose  time  was  passed  'mid  high  and  low 
A-seekintr  his  soul-mate. 
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He  sought  her  here,  he  sought  her  there, 
He  sought  her  'mongst  the  crowd; 

He  haunted  places  of  despair, 
Where  minds  are  crookt  and  bowed. 

They  said  that  he  a  rou^  was. 

Who  led  a  life  of  vice, 
They  said  this  sort  of  thing  because 

They  found  the  saying  nice. 

He  flung  away  the  social  lees 

And  took  him  gilded  wings, 
And  passed  into  proud  palaces 

And  kissed  the  hands  of  kings. 
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They  said  that  he  had  now  become 

A  snob  in  open  day, 
They  said  it  lest  they  should  be  dumb 

For  want  of  things  to  say. 

He  turned  a  still  more  novel  page 

And  joined  the  middle  class, 
And  served  at  counters  for  a  wage 

'Neath  those  who  wealth  amass. 

They  said  that  this,  his  latest  move. 

Was  made  to  save  his  face ; 
They  said  it,  as  they  felt  their  groove 

Must  still  be  commonplace. 

At  last  he  sat  him  down,  and  found 

That  things  within  the  heart 
Could  not  be  had  on  earthly  ground 

Nor  bought  in  any  mart. 

And  then  they  said:  "  I  guess  we  go 

To  hear  him  every  fall ; 
His  '  Top-Note  Talks  to  Chump  and  Co.' 

Are  so  original." 
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AN  ADDRESS  TO  THE  DESTINIES 

A  SPACIOUS  lot 
I  ask  ye  not, 
Some  sweetness  here 
Is  all  my  prayer. 

To  sit  on  peak 
I  do  not  seek, 
This  peaceful  gloom 
Is  ample  doom. 

To  smooth  the  great 
Be  not  my  fate — 
Born  to  rehearse 
A  golden  verse. 

Give  me  no  charm 
From  wayside  harm. 
But  secret  store 
Of  spirit's  dower. 
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That  noisy  crew 
I  would  eschew, 
Who  now  make  sick 
The  politick. 

Congenial  hearts, 
Who  court  the  arts. 
In  silent  place 
I  would  embrace. 

But,  most  of  all. 
To  tear  the  pall 
From  truths  that  lurk 
Must  be  my  work ; 

To  find  the  seed 
Must  be  my  deed, 
Whence  grew  the  leaf 
Which  is  so  brief. 

This  being  done, 
Without  a  groan, 
I'll  pass  away 
When  comes  my  Day. 
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A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL 

NOW,  when  thoughts  of  mutual  service 
'Gan  solder  high  and  low, 
"•  Ctim  Virgine,''  cried  the  prophets, 

''''Fiat  Cotijunctio'"  ! 
For  Sol  and  all  the  planets 

Were  ne'er  gathered  together  so, 
As  when  God  was  born  of  the  Virgin 
Long,  long  ago. 

Now  the  first  to  part  was  Luna, 

All  eager  she  to  throw 
Her  earliest  silver  crescent 

To  mortal  eyes  below; 
And  mortal  eyes  were  straining, 

Nor  strained  were  ever  so. 
As  when  God  was  born  of  the  Virgin 

Long,  long  ago. 
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And  after  her  ran  Woden, 

Who  bustles  to  and  fro, 
Bearing  the  fateful  message 

That  made  the  welkin  glow, 
For  messages  far  were  flashing, 

Nor  ever  flashed  so, 
As  when  God  was  born  of  the  Virgin 

Long,  long  ago. 

And  next  to  him  moved  Friga, 

She  of  the  dainty  toe. 
Shedding  a  thousand  graces, 

And  bidding  life-blood  flow ; 
For  lovers'  hearts  were  throbbing, 

Nor  ever  they  throbbed  so. 
As  when  God  was  born  of  the  Virgin 

Long,  long  ago. 

And  hard  her-by  came  Phoebus, 

The  Mightiest  Heart  we  know. 
With  his  ram's-horn  and  his  lionskin 

And  the  twang  of  his  famous  bow. 
For  he  rose  with  a  shout  of  triumph, 

Nor  ever  he  shouted  so. 
As  when  God  was  born  of  the  Virgin 

Long,  long  ago. 
32 


Then  stalked  the  awful  Warrior, 

Glaring  on  friend  and  foe, 
Scenting-  the  joy  of  conflict 

Or  ever  peace  should  grow. 
Nor  in  sooth  was  his  gait  more  dreadful, 

Nor  glared  he  terribly  so. 
As  when  God  was  born  of  the  Virgin 

Long,  long  ago. 

Thereat,  in  stateliest  sequence. 

Great  Thor  uprose  to  go. 
With  a  sweep  of  his  arm  majestic 

And  a  pompous  pace  and  slow; 
For  men  of  pride  and  position 

Never  adored  him  so, 
As  when  God  was  born  of  the  Virgin 

Long,  long  ago. 

And,  last  of  all,  limped  old  Saturn, 

Save  for  the  rest,  oho! 
Who  unseen,  who  unknown  to  our  sages 

Impel  the  System's  show. 
For  the  System's  a  type  o'  the  Godhead, 

And  God  would  have  us  be  so, 
As  when  He  was  born  of  the  Virgin 

Long,  long  ago. 
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A  GENTLEMAN 

"/'~\H!  could  we  but  take  headlong  dives 
^^~y    Backward,  and  see  our  former  lives, 
What  dreadful  shocks  we'd  undergo," 
Say  some  wise  men ;  I  doubt  it,  though. 

'Tis  true,  our  various  relations 
Might  hold  some  very  different  stations 
Among  the  branches  of  that  tree 
Which  constitutes  a  family. 

Some  harmless  boy  (we  live  and  learn) 
Might  find  that  he  had  been  in  turn 
A  bluebeard,  hermit,  spinster,  bride, 
And  many  other  things  beside. 

But  aren't  there  moments,  even  now, 
When  we  the  basic  fact  allow? 
We  see  through  all  our  parish  arts 
And  know  that  we  are  taking  parts. 
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All  things  appear  conventional, 
Caste,  colour,  sex,  begin  to  pall, 
And  touched,  as  if  by  magic  rod, 
The  soul  stands  stripped  before  its  God. 

At  least  we  have  the  well-known  truth 
Remarked  by  every  Board-School  youth, 
That  characters  of  finer  mould 
Revolt  at  being  pigeon-holed. 

The  man,  who's  been  some  fifty  things 
And  now  's  engaged  in  sprouting  wings, 
Finds  it  a  pardonable  bore 
To  classify  himself  once  more. 

I  asked  concerning  one  of  these, 
And  said:  **  Describe  him,  if  you  please." 
"  Well,  sir,"  came  pat,  "  I  scarcely  can: 
He  's  what  you'd  call  a  '  gentleman.'  " 
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KNOW  YE  NOT  .  .  .? 

WITHIN  this  dull  corporeal  frame 
There  stands  an  altar  to  the  Sun, 
Whereon  a  silent  tong^ue  of  flame 
Tells  Earth  subdued  and  Heaven  begun; 
Each  passion  swayed,  each  curbed  desire, 
Is  fuel  for  that  altar-fire. 

Now  some  allow  that  fiery  tongue 
Down  to  a  tiny  spark  to  sink, 
And  grope  the  murky  deeps  among 
For  want  of  one  celestial  link, 
Then  sell  the  place  to  silly  Doubt, 
Who  lets  the  tiny  spark  go  out. 

And  others,  whom  to  name  were  sin, 
Heap  high  that  central  solar  glow. 
Proclaim  the  Heavenly  Host  their  kin, 
Nor  care  if  they  be  scorched  or  no ! 
And,  spurning  Earth's  detaining  sod, 
Go  up  in  incense-smoke  to  God. 
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FATE 

'ATE  touched  the  spring-, 
And  a  world  leapt  into  life, 
Born  of  Necessity, 
Born  of  the  causes  that  went  before, 
Which  no  man  knew. 

I  watched  the  growth  of  the  world, 

A  painful  task  and  slow. 
As  when  the  silk-worm  moth  emerges 
From  its  chrysalis  and  cocoon, 
Eating  its  way  through  the  silken  sheath, 
Which  surrounds  its  being. 

For  many  aeons  the  world 
Held  me  an  entranced  spectator 
Of  its  moanings  and  groanings. 
Its  yearnings  and  its  upheavals. 
Until  at  last  I  lightly  threw  off  the  cloak 
Which  had  previously  enswathed  me, 
And,  tossing  it  aside  to  be  caught  by  another, 
Passed  outand  away  beyond  the  region  of  Necessity. 
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TO  A  BUDDING  BARD 

THOSE  extreme  vices  first  avoid 
Of  too  much  striving  to  achieve 
That  g-audy  phrase,  which  once  annoyed 
The  greatest  foe  of  make-beUeve. 
No  clap-trap  Pistol  be  of  verse, 
Nor  swallow  swords,  in  agony 
To  find  a  novel  form  of  curse, 
But  let  thy  guide  thy  feeling  be. 
If  thou  believ'st  thy  country's  ebb 
Approaches,  say  so  from  thy  heart. 
But  say  not  "Parca's  fatal  web," 
Nor  liken  Ossa  to  a  wart. 
So,  too  much  straining  to  surprise 
The  reader's  sense  by  tortuous  phrase, 
Or  dangling  tropes  before  his  eyes 
Which  were  unknown  in  truer  days, 
'Tis  meet  to  fly ;  yet  not  so  far. 
As  in  a  peasant's  strain  to  bleat, 
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And,  if  thou  sing'st  of  towns  or  war, 

Shun  the  low  talk  of  camp  or  street. 

O'er  all  thou  see'st  of  rough  or  rude 

Shed  that  idealizing  touch, 

Which  tricks  with  gauze  what  had  been  nude, 

A  soupgo7i,  so,  not  overmuch. 

Yet  think  not  that,  in  proper  place, 

Thou  mayst  not  court  the  manner  grand, 

For  poets  are  a  princely  race, 

Sojourning  in  a  lower  land. 

Last,  hast  thou  anything  to  teach 

Of  higher  modes  of  life  than  this. 

Poesy's  art  may  even  reach 

Celestial  heights,  and  render  bliss. 

Pray  to  the  Gods,  that  they  may  use 

Thy  vital  tract,  and  unawares. 

Though  thou  an  earthly  crown  mayst  lose, 

The  loss  be  thine,  the  gain  be  theirs. 
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AFTER  MANY  DAYS 

THERE  are  things  in  poesy 
Cling  about  the  memory, 
Haunt  the  sleeping  spirit's  lattice, 
Till  she  wakes,  and  asks  what  that  is 
Will  not  let  her  lie. 

One  of  these  an  ancient  bard, 
Far  too  indolent  to  guard. 
Dropped  upon  Time's  creeping  river — 
Idle  gift  from  careless  giver, 
Floated  hitherward. 

Seeing  which,  a  modern  clown, 
Versifier  of  his  Town, 
Stooped,  and  picked  the  passing  treasure, 
Touched  it,  weighed  it,  took  its  measure, 
Found  it  was  his  own. 
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TO  A  POET-FRIEND 

YOU  say:  "  Most  metres  are  outworn, 
And  on  this  rock  the  poet  spHts"; 
If  that  be  so,  our  broken  bits 
May  float  again,  another  morn. 

You  say:   "  Perhaps  the  sonneteer, 
Or  writer  of  blank  verse,  may  find 
Alleys  not  altogether  blind." 
But,  as  you  say,  you  fear,  you  fear. 

Yet  oftentimes  a  threadbare  boy 

Gladly  some  sightless  alley  greets, 

For  fewer  draughts  come  down  such  streets, 

And  he  can  mend  a  broken  toy. 

So  let  us  rather,  on  each  bough 
Trying  our  luck  from  time  to  time, 
First  sample  every  kind  of  rhyme. 
Then,  if  we  fail,  just  notice  how. 
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And,  in  a  hundred  years  or  so, 
A  voice  will  say :  "Oh!  g-entlemen, 
Add  these  two  names  to  th'  other  ten 
I  gave  you,  please,  before  you  go." 
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WHEN  YOU  ARE  OLD 

WHEN  you  are  old,  you  will  remember  how 
Your  friends  once  looked  to  you, 
As  to  a  rock  who  jets  his  champion  brow 

Over  the  teeming-  blue  ; 
You  will  remember  this,  I  know, 
You  will  remember  this  anew. 
When  you  are  old. 

You  will  remember  how  you  turned  away 

From  the  clear  course  of  men. 
And  stooped  to  where  the  idle  gew-gaws  lay. 

Whose  chill  embrace  breeds  pain ; 
You  will  remember  this,  I  say. 
You  will  remember  this  again, 

When  you  are  old. 

You  will  remember  how  we  heaved  a  sigh. 
As  toward  the  Light  we  pressed ; 
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Painfully  murmuring:  **  Whe'er  we  live  or  die, 

So7ne  know,  and  some  are  blest. 
We  will  go  on  a  little  way  to  try 
The  path  that  you  will  also  have  to  test, 

When  you  are  old." 
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IN  THEM  HATH  HE  SET 

NOW,  good  Mr.  Writer,  take  thy  pen, 
And  spread  it  near  and  far. 
That  life  's  a  den  for  the  kind  of  men 
Who  find  no  truth  in  a  star. 

But  for  those  who  have  sounded  the  heart  of  its  ray. 
And  for  those  who  have  loved  it  aright. 

She  's  a  Solar  Day  in  the  Milky  Way, 
Pavilion'd  with  light. 

And  truth  is  greatest  in  hearts,  one  finds. 

And  truth  is  in  Them,  we  know. 
Yet  They  love  all  minds  with  a  love  that  binds 

Truths  above  to  truths  below. 

So,  good  Mr.  Writer,  take  thy  pen, 

And  trumpet  it  near  and  far 
That  life  *s  an  Amen  for  the  Two-and-Ten 

Who  find  all  truth  in  a  star. 
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A  FAREWELL 

WELL,  God  be  wi'  you !  Peace  be  with  you  all ! 
Had  I  but  seen  one  spark,  I  would  have 
stayed ; 
One  thought  which  said:  "There  is  a  Ladder  of 

Love, 
That's  your  rung,  there!    You  stand  for  rectitude 
In  little  things,  life's  trifles,  be  it  so!" 
Had  I  but  seen  this,  heard  this,  I  had  stayed! 
But  you  swept  on,  preferring  heedlessly 
Your  crown  of  tinsel,  wore  it  till  to-day. 
All 's  over  now!    I  wonder  if,  when  we 
Look  back  on  all  this  from  some  blissful  height, 
You'll  speak  a  word  of  lingering  regret. 
And  I  shall  answer:  "  Grieve  not  any  more! 
On  that  circumference  of  our  Being's  sphere 
We  were  at  odds,  'tis  true;  had  different  ends — 
Means,  motives,  rather;  yet  our  mutual  shock 
Has  helped  to  bear  us  hither  to  this  point, 
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Which,  goingf  as  we  were,  we  ne'er  had  reached; 
And  I,  who  suffered  more,  gained  more;  and  that, 
More  than  aught  else  in  the  whole  world  beside, 
Brought  me  to  this  point  first,  this  central  point, 
That  Goad  which  causes  griefs,  but  knows  of  none, 
Initiation,  consummation,  all — 
And  here,  i'  the  centre,  why  grieve  any  more?" 
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LIBERATION 

LET  him,  who  suffers,  solace  seek 
In  thoughts  of  future  bHss,  when  he, 
His  past  redeem'd,  henceforth  shall  speak 
With  threshold  foes,  august  and  free. 

No  more  abasement  mars  his  lot, 
No  lingering  for  the  circling  hour 
To  learn  if  he  shall  thrive  or  not. 
Whose  every  motion  utters  power. 

From  old  storehouses  of  restraint 
He'll  cull  a  trifle  here  and  there, 
And  virtues  bred  'mid  bygone  taint 
Shall  make  a  summer  of  the  air. 

And,  shaking  hands  with  vanities, 
He'll  pass  into  that  master-throng, 
Where  life  no  more  a  discord  is 
But  one  harmonious  fount  of  song. 
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THE  AQUARIAN  GOSPEL 

OR  is  it  vanity  to  sing? 
Must  this  desire  be  worn  away, 
To  catch  a  flying-  thought  on  wing, 
And  coax  its  errant  mood  to  stay? 

And  is  the  source  of  song  obscured, 
In  Nature's  school,  for  later  men? 
And  will  high  Muse  be  never  lured 
To  wake  the  slumbering  lyre  again? 

Ah,  no!  the  coming  age  shall  rise 
More  rich  in  song  and  deep  accord, 
What  time  that  Heavenly  Manhood  Wise 
Waters  the  Garden  of  the  Lord. 

And,  rapt  in  ecstasy,  we'll  greet 
His  advent  with  redoubled  lays. 
Like  birds  who  dawning  Phoebus  meet 
With  choir  of  universal  praise. 
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DEO  DANTE  .  .  . 

RICHES  I  want;  but  would  not  soil 
My  hands  and  heart  with  vulgar  toil : 
Nay  rather,  basking  in  Thy  beam, 
A  lily  of  the  field  would  seem. 

Virtue  I  need ;  but  would  not  strive 
A  life  of  forced  restraint  to  live  : 
Infuse  me  with  Thy  grace,  and  so 
1  shall  in  careless  safety  go. 

Wisdom  I  lack;  but  would  not  crave 
The  wisdom  of  the  world  to  have: 
I'll  ask  of  Thee  for  every  jot. 
Who  givest  and  upbraidest  not. 

All  these  I  claim ;  but  would  not  keep 
These  gifts  from  those  who  wait  and  weep 
Grant  one  more  wish,  and  I  will  sue 
To  be  a  bounteous  giver  too. 
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TO  THE  TAX-GATHERER,  THAT  HE 
MAY  DEPART  IN  PEACE 

STEP  lightly  here, 
Tax-gatherer  dear, 
It  is  the  poet's  hostel; 
Let  no  note  rude 
Its  jar  intrude, 
Nor  no  disturbing  jostle. 

The  poet's  lay 

Reigns  not  a  day 
And  then  demits  at  morning; 

His  harshest  line 

Is  not  like  thine. 
Nor  is  not  sealed  with  warning. 

He  docs  not  work 
Where  dust-holes  lurk, 
'Mid  myriad  parchments'  filing; 
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But  all 's  a  wreath 
O'  th'  Angels'  breath, 
And  done  in  Heaven's  omiling". 

Then  let  no  guile 

His  cottage-tile 
Enter,  and  bring  him  sorrow  ; 

But  turn  thy  feet 

From  's  homestead  sweet, 
And  call  again  to-morrow. 
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REVOLUTIONS 

WE'RE  in  a  revolution,  people  say: 
The  sober  Earth,  speeding  from  May  to  May, 
In  selfish  revolutions  every  day, 
And  selfless  revolution  all  the  way, 
Might  teach  us  that  ourselves  would  be  undone. 
Revolved  they  not  around  their  king,  the  Sun. 
Spin,  happy  worlds,  around  your  king,  the  Sun. 
Your  lusty  lives  will  never  be  undone 
By  selfless  revolution  all  the  way, 
And  selfish  revolutions  every  day. 
So  speed  on,  sober  Earth  from  May  to  May, 
Whate'er  of  revolution  people  say. 


00 


WORDS 

TELL  me  some  words  I  have  not  heard  before 
Words  that  with  pause  and  accent  charm  the 
sense, 
That  stays  and  toys  with  them ;  words  ever  had 
Such  power  upon  me,  that  I  ne'er  could  join 
The  hubbub-crowd  that  knows  no  skill  of  words. 
Oh!  the  luxurious  softness  of  fair  speech. 
To  stay  the  mind  from  toilful  stress  of  State. 
What  man,  who  loves  a  word,  can  mix  with  men? 
Do  words  break  faith,  or,  having  once  attained 
The  highest  summit,  fall  again  from  that? 
I  know  of  none,  save  when  from  one  misused 
By  Man  himself,  th'  indignant  spirit  withdraws, 
And  in  its  place  some  elemental  sprite 
Disports  itself  awhile.    I  do  believe 
That  words  not  only  bear  a  kind  of  soul 
But  even  a  destiny  and  character. 
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They  are  the  bodies  of  the  elements 

Which  go  to  make  a  soul.    Thus,  could  we  speak 

Some  studied  consequence  of  ordered  words, 

A  Babe  would  be  begotten  and  conceived, 

Nay  born,  too,  into  this  our  natural  world. 

Most  natural  of  children  would  He  be! 

And  like  to  none,  save  that  which  our  dark  Book 

Fables  thus  born,  the  Very  Word  Himself. 
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THE  PREDOMINANT  WISH 

T  T  rHEN  One  of  old  to  Chalfont  fair 
V  V      Passed  from  the  plaguy  Town, 
A  soothing  balm  enriched  the  air 
And  down  the  vale  was  blown. 

But  ne'er  in  spring-time  or  in  fall 

Did  he  observe  the  sky, 
No  poplar's  waving  summit  tall 

Could  e'er  have  charmed  his  eye. 

So  in  my  spirit's  dark  retreat 

Mine  eyes  are  holden  too, 
I  feel  the  breath  of  Heaven  so  sweet, 

I  cannot  see  the  blue. 

Yet  as  there  might  have  happed  a  thing 

To  th'  other  in  such  case, 
Or  we  could  muse,  and  to  it  bring 

Some  plastic  fancy's  grace — 
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That,  muffled  in  an  earthly  guise, 
An  Holy  Power  had  come, 

And,  granting-  momentary  eyes, 
Showed  him  his  unseen  home, 

So  from  the  Presence  and  the  Glow 
Some  spark  descendant  be, 

Illumine  my  dark  heart,  and  show 
My  Unseen  Home  to  me. 
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ONE  MOMENT  MORE 

CLOSE  the  door  ag^ain,  love, 
Stay  one  moment  more, 
For  the  night  is  dark,  love, 

And  lonely  is  the  shore; 
Ere  thou  face  the  storm,  love, 

Or  the  night-wind's  roar. 
Close  the  door  again,  love, 
Stay  one  moment  more. 

Close  the  door  again,  love, 

Stay  one  moment  more, 
Joy  and  life  are  sweet,  love. 

Death  and  parting  sore ; 
Here  and  now  I'm  thine,  love, 

To  my  being's  core. 
Close  the  door  again,  love. 

Stay  one  moment  more. 
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Close  the  door  again,  love, 

Stay  one  moment  more; 
One  of  us  some  day,  love, 

Must  pass  out  before. 
Held  by  broken  whispers, 

As  in  days  of  yore : 
*'  Close  the  door  again,  love, 

Stav  one  moment  more." 
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INCENSE 

IT  was  just  the  incense,  then  ! 
Just  the  giddy  scent 
That  God  meant, 
Just  the  reel 
To  make  me  feel 
All  He  's  keeping  for  us,  tearful  men. 

It  was  just  the  sword-thrust,  oh! 
Just  the  whirl  and  way 
Of  His  fray. 
Just  the  slip 
To  make  me  grip 
His  strong  Hand  a  little  tighter — so. 

It  was  just  the  peace  and  brooding,  ah! 
Just  the  soothing  things 
From  His  wings. 
Just  the  glow 
To  make  me  know 
I  can  bide  His  harvest-time  afar! 
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PREMATURE 

I  SAID  I  would  Heaven  renounce, 
Forego  the  delightful  clime, 
Dismiss  the  accustomed  bounce 
That  follows  our  terrene  time; 

Slip  past  the  garrison  there 
Which  guards  the  descent  to  Earth, 
Re-enter  the  Scorpion's  lair, 
And  win  me  a  second  birth  ; 

Usurp  a  moribund  frame, 
A  worn-out  horrible  thing, 
Resuscitate  all  its  flame, 
And  chafe  its  imagining 

Into  life,  and  warmth,  and  a  blaze. 
Such  light  as  a  soul  might  fan. 
Till  they  went  about  on  their  ways. 
And  exclaimed:   "  He's  another  man!" 
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All  this  I  offered  to  do 

To  that  Bright  One  glistening  by, 

All  this  I  offered  ('tis  true) 

In  that  intermediate  sky. 

But  the  Bright  One's  face  was  red, 
To  the  East  his  face  was  set: 
"You  cannot  renounce,"  he  said, 
*'  What  you've  never  achieved  as  yet." 
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THE  RIVER 

IN  Love's  fair  habitations 
There  flows  a  mighty  river, 
Cool-welling,  cool-swelling, 
And  a-telling 

Strange  stories  and  relations 
Of  all  his  transmigrations. 

He  murmurs  past  a  city, 

A  high-embattled  township, 

E'er  moaning,  e'er  groaning, 

And  a-droning. 

To  leave  sweet  Nature's  bright  eye, 

And  move  amongst  the  witty; 

Past  many  a  phantom-palace, 
Their  cupolas  and  turrets, 
So  seeming,  so  dreaming, 
And  a-creaming 
Upon  the  spirit's  chalice; 
Tis  not  the  foam  of  malice. 
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To  flow  'neath  shadowy  arches 
Was  not  his  ancient  fashion, 
But  spring-ing-,  but  flinging, 
And  a-singing 

Where  thirst  the  woodland  parches 
Betwixt  high  banks  of  larches. 
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A  spacious  theme  he  had  once, 
A  copious-moving  descant. 
Here  staying,  here  straying. 
And  a-swaying 

In  their  mid-gloom  the  sad  ones. 
In  their  mid-bloom  the  glad  ones. 

Where  is  the  word  once  spoken 
Upon  his  magic  bosom? 
Where  is  the  word  once  spoken? 
Ah,  yield  me  but  a  token ! 
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MORYAR 

WHEN  the  soldier  takes  leave  of  his  drooping- 
wife 
And  sails  for  the  harbour  afar, 
Where  nations  clash  in  billowy  strife 
O'er  the  blood-red  field  of  war, 
One  stands  who  waits  for  the  drum  and  the  fife, 
Praising  their  martial  star, 
For  deeds  like  these  bring  joy  to  the  life 
Of  the  Master,  Moryar. 

But  there  goes  a  man  who  ne'er  handled  a  sword, 

Never  boasted  a  wound  or  a  scar! 

A  citizen  he,  whose  will  is  lord 

In  civil  tension  or  jar  ; 

Yet  One  stands  who  breathes  in  his  ear  a  word, 

Praising  his  martial  star. 

For  a  citizen  bold  is  never  ignored 

By  the  Master,  Moryar. 
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A  third  is  bending  low  to-night 

In  the  place  where  the  humble  are, 

Looking  for  help,  longing  for  light, 

Clinging  to  wreckage  or  spar; 

Let  us  stand,  then,  to  witness  the  end  of  the  fight. 

Praising  our  martial  star, 

Since  each  soul  that  o'ercomes  makes  His  crown 

more  bright 
For  the  Master,  Moryar. 
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TO  HIS  PROGRESSED  SUN,  ON 
LEAVING  CAPRICORNUS 

GO  out,  go  out  of  Capricorn, 
Thou  Beatific  One ! 
My  life  has  spent  its  sober  morn, 

The  Goat  loves  not  the  Sun. 
Go  out,  go  out  of  Capricorn ! 
Thy  morning's  work  is  done. 

Go  out,  go  out  of  Capricorn! 

Put  off  restraints  and  fears ; 
With  doubtings  be  no  longer  torn, 

As  in  Thy  former  years. 
Go  out,  go  out  of  Capricorn ! 

Thou'st  paid  Thy  meed  of  tears. 

Go  out,  go  out  of  Capricorn! 
The  Wise  One  waits  for  Thee ; 
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Those  blue,  blue  eyes,  in  friendship  born, 

The  Heavenly  Saxon  he: 
(Go  out,  go  out  of  Capricorn!) 

The  Saxon  from  the  sea ! 

When  we  go  out  of  Capricorn, 

We'll  come  not  in  again ; 
No  more  go  in  and  out,  forlorn, 

O'  the  Temple  of  Disdain; 
When  we  go  out  of  Capricorn, 

Where  we  so  long  have  lain. 
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O  WIND  of  summer!  softly  blow, 
And  bear  my  sig-hs  o'er  ocean  now, 
O'er  ocean's  bosom  breathe  my  prayer, 
And  find  a  heart  responsive  there ! 
Play  softly  o'er  the  milk-white  deep, 
O  wind  of  summer!  and  lull  to  sleep 
Each  care,  each  throb  that  meets  with  thee 
And  thy  world-soothing-  lullaby. 
Oh!  this  my  prayer,  oh!  this  my  sigh. 
That  all  may  be  at  peace,  as  I. 
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SONNETS 


TO  G.  E.  MARSTON 

(member  of  the  BRITISH  ANTARCTIC  EXPEDITION,   1907) 

On  His  Birthday 

MARSTON  !  we  met,  what  day  the  blessed  Sun 
Usurped  Jove's  throne   in  Taurus  at  thy 
birth, 
And  since  that  day  the  giddy  nautch-girl,  Earth, 
About  her  lord  a  double  dance  hath  spun, 
Than  whom  for  us  a  mightier  lord  is  none ; 
Who  twice  himself  hath  clasped  the  zodiac's  girth, 
And  by  his  subtle  aspects  proved  men's  worth 
To  bring  to  fullness  tasks  they  had  begun. 
To  what  strange  enterprises  wert  thou  born? 
Now  tracking  Danger  to  his  utmost  lair, 
The  icy  terrors  of  the  austral  air, 
On  this,  the  day  of  thy  nativity  ! 
Whilst  I,  beside  my  glowing  hearth  forlorn. 
Empty  my  glass  to  F"ortune  and  to  thee. 

March  icjth^  1908. 
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LOVE 

ART  spread  throughout  the  total  Universe, 
Or  in  our  tiny  system  only  known? 
Are  the  eternal  heavens  without  thee  grown 
To  such  a  pitch  of  splendour,  that  no  verse 
Aspires  to  celebrate  them,  or  rehearse 
One  tittle  of  their  glories,  seen  or  guess'd? 
Was  such  a  boon  denied  to  all  the  rest, 
Then  gather'd  to  what  point  it  might  immerse 
Us,  of  all  beings,  in  its  dewy  bliss? 
'Tis  'gainst  all  reason,  it  can  never  be. 
Love  circleth  all  things.    Their  stability 
At  all  times,  everywhere,  depends  on  this. 
He  floweth  down  thro'  every  Star  and  Sun 
From  that  high  place,  where  All  in  All  are  One. 
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FAITH  AND  SCIENCE 

OF  simple  maids  most  artless,  Faith,  art  thou! 
Wherefore  much  scorn  hath  been  upon  thee 
cast 
In  these,  our  flashy  times;  that  engine  vast 
Of  Science,  sometime  arrogant  enow, 
Has  spouted  flames  which  most  men  seemed  to  cow. 
But  all,  I  wot,  was  done  in  merriment. 
Her  bolts  are  shot,  her  ammunition  's  spent. 
She  stumbles  through  the  veil,  and  soon  must  bow, 
Like  thee,  before  the  bright  Immensities 
Which  gird  our  pendent  world.    Then  shall  we  hear 
New  jargon  strange,  and  once  again  draw  near 
Religion,  last  of  her  discoveries. 
Be  it  so,  then!    And  may  she,  turning  mild, 
Seem  what  she  is,  thine  own  ingenuous  child. 
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JOY 

I  WILL  not  say  I  have  not  known  thee,  Joy, 
Such  affectation  speaks  a  spirit  sour, 
Yet  never  have  I  known  without  alloy 
Thy  favours  flow  in  the  most  gfenerous  hour; 
For,  when  thou  show'st  thyself  in  baser  form, 
A  dark  attendant  seems  to  haunt  thy  heels. 
We  scent  the  distant  menace  of  the  storm, 
A  boding  vulture  o'er  our  spirit  wheels; 
Yet  should  a  glimpse  of  thy  diviner  shape 
Enlist  the  eyes  of  the  aspiring  mind, 
Straightway  constrained  our  delight  to  drape. 
We  cannot  share  what  we  take  pains  to  find : 
Then  come  thou  in  some  middle  guise,  I  pray. 
Which  we  may  take  and,  taking,  give  away. 
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SENSITIVENESS 

THE  souls  of  certain  folk  boast  scarce  a  skin, 
All  hostile  arrows  seem  to  enter  there, 
And  pierce  the  veil,  and  wound  God's  image  fair 
Which,  girt  with  awful  silence,  sits  within. 
Then  whoso  striketh  these  commits  the  sin 
Which  for  two  aeons  doth  no  pardon  share, 
For  who  the  tender-hearted  will  not  spare 
Shall  hardly  for  himself  compassion  win. 
Yet  all  divine,  unutterable  things 
Find  their  response  within  that  holy  place, 
Whose  angel  ever  sees  the  Father's  face, 
Where  a  light  shines  which  is  not  of  the  sun. 
The  rest  must  veil  their  foreheads  with  their  wings. 
Whose  evolution  is  but  just  begun. 
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LOVE'S  PROFUSION 

IF  Love  do  in  some  sort  lavish  appear 
In  the  profusion  of  His  gifts  to  Man, 
When,  by  the  limitation  of  their  sphere, 
He  might  have  willed  a  clearer-seeming  plan, 
These  are  but  erring  judgments  of  a  creature 
Who  marks  the  part  but  knows  not  of  the  whole, 
Who  for  the  countenance  mistakes  the  feature, 
Observes  the  race  begin,  but  not  the  goal. 
Every  superfluous  hint  and  airy  longing 
Is  miniature  of  faculty  to  come. 
Which,    now    bedwarfed     and     its    full     stature 

wronging, 
Will  flourish  in  its  far  celestial  home: 

Then,  Love,  shed  o'er  our  souls  Thy  tropic  heat. 
That  they  may  prosper  in  this  earthly  seat. 
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DEAD  POETS 

SOME  unknown  issue  of  the  weary  time, 
Say,  do  ye  in  some  high  Valhalla  wait. 
Or,  hearkening  to  the  instant  call  of  Fate, 
Drop  down  to  Earth  from  your  sun-gazing  clime, 
To  tread  once  more  the  stony  path  ye  knew, 
The  stony  path  of  cold  and  hard  disdain, 
At  length  released  from  your  accepted  pain, 
Assume  once  more  your  bastion  in  the  blue? 
Vain  is  the  quest;  Nature's  interior  tide 
Flows  with  resistless,  as  with  secret,  pace, 
Vain  is  the  quest;  yet  I  know  one  for  whom. 
Ere  that  sweet  instrument  he  laid  aside 
Was  stored  with  stately  reverence  in  its  place, 
The  Mantuans  sent  a  wreath  from  Virgil's  tomb. 


ATONEMENT 

DEEP  is  the  calm  which  e'er  succeeds  upon 
A  contemplation  of  the  unity 
Of  all  existing  things.    For  then  we  see 
Hatred  depart,  with  her  portentous  son, 
Love  of  revenge;  and  Fear,  that  bids  men  con 
Each  separate  trifle,  till  it  grows  and  swells 
Into  a  monstrous  fantasy,  and  repels 
Fair  Fortune's  ship  with  agitation. 
Whilst  in  their  place  steals  Love  of  that  vast  whole, 
Of  which  each  being  is  a  tiny  part, 
And  what  we  formerly  had  deem'd  an  art, 
Clear-fac^d  Confidence  and  Strength  of  Soul, 
Now  comes,  not  gain'd  by  toil  and  long  endeavour, 
But  suddenly,  to  stay  with  us  for  ever. 
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THE  CUP  THAT  CHEERS 

IF  one  should  ask  me  why  the  sliding  hours 
Cool  not  my  ardour,  who  attain  no  goal 
Of  human  aspiration,  pay  no  toll 
To    that    dread    dragon,    'fore  whose  hot   breath 

cowers 
The  tribe  of  Man,  and  all  his  confluent  powers — 
Winged  Ambition  with  her  baleful  brood — 
And  why  the  careful  round  of  days  renewed 
Sweetens  life's  painful  pilgrimage,  not  sours; 
I'd  say  that  I  have  found  a  thing  that  lasts 
'Mid  all  this  transient  passaging  of  years, 
'Tis  this  inspires  my  ardour,  this  that  cheers 
With  aught  of  what 's  most  trivial,  and  casts 
Its  secret  solace  o'er  this  life  of  mine. 
I'll  name  it  here:  a  Cup  of  Heavenly  Wine. 
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A  REMEDY 

I    HAVE  some  medicine  for  thy  social  woes, 
England,  my  country!   Teach  thy  myriad  mass 
The  truths  that  lie  behind  the  shades  of  class. 
Teach  these,  and  thou  shalt  yet  regain  repose: — 
Growth  through  rebirth,  the  fix'd  event  that  flows 
From  action  and  the  inward  life  of  man, 
The  web  of  individual  fate,  to  scan 
Its  mazy  wanderings,  what  way  it  goes. 
Teach  these,  and  turn  them  from  the  outer  life 
To  that  which  is,  not  seems;  and  they  shall  find 
Peace  in  the  rippling  haven  of  the  mind. 
And  welcome  calm  for  tempest,  rest  for  strife. 
Some  surface-sores  we  have,  and  broken  skin : 
But  all  will  mended  be  by  health  within. 
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SENTIMENTS  ON  ENTERING  A 
CERTAIN  CHURCH 

WHATE'ERour  creed,  we  well  may  enter  here, 
For  here  the  Spirit  of  Love  has  made  His 
home! 
I  think  He  would  not  have  us  further  roam. 
To  Whom  all  true  sincerity  is  dear. 
Let  us  step  closer  still,  and  have  no  fear. 
We  do  not  violate  this  sacred  place 
Because  we  cherish  other  means  of  grace, 
Adore  the  springing,  as  the  dying,  year. 
Then  bow  your  head,  nor  one  great  moment  miss, 
Unbind  your  burden,  cast  off  all  your  care; 
'Tis  sweet  to  light  on  such  a  nook  as  this. 
Sweeter  than  life,  than  human  love  more  rare 
To  snatch  a  foretaste  of  aeonian  bliss 
In  the  calm  sanctity  of  this  hallowed  air. 
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RENAISSANCE 

GREAT  changes  mark  the  times  in  which  we 
live! 
The  world  to  more  ethereal  thoughts  is  bent. 
The  Sun  of  Faith  is  strong,  from  th'  Highest  sent 
To  cheer  men's  hearts  afresh,  and  bid  them  thrive. 
Mortality  can  now  no  more  deprive 
Us  of  our  loved  ones;  her  huge  cheat  is  known, 
Soft  is  her  monumental  marble  grown, 
Lighter  the  load  of  griefs  with  which  we  strive. 
Soon  shall  the  sky  be  peopled  once  again 
With  hero-deities  who  rule  from  far : 
Breathing  the  silent  converse  of  the  star. 
True  Souls  shall  wander  hand-in-hand  with  men — 
While  village-fantasies  of  our  earlier  years 
Fade  into  that  One  Drama  of  the  Spheres! 
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THE  BALKANS 

WE  pray  for  peace ;  yet  each  true  heart  allows 
The  sword  is  nobler  than  the  ledger  still, 
Hig-h  thoughts  the  ardent  warrior's  bosom  fill, 
We  tradesmen  dare  not  tweak  him  by  the  nose. 
Mars,  don  thy  helm  and  shield;  though  thy  dread 

blows 
May  seem  to  slay,  there  is  an  inner  light 
Which  burns  alone  for  those  who  greatly  fight 
And  bear  them  valiantly  against  their  foes. 
Mars,  don  thy  helm  and  shield;    leave  England's 

fame 
To  Commerce,  and  the  humbler  art  of  words, 
Her  star  is  set  in  pleasure-loving  shame. 
Of  this  we  are  the  undisputed  lords. 
And  who  are  we,  that  we  should  lightly  blame 
Brave   hearts,    because  they  wield    death-dealing 

swords? 

19/A  October  191 2. 
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TO  HIS  COUSIN  AMY 

COUSIN,  your  question  rankles  in  my  mind — 
What  g"oal  I  think  most  worthy  to  be  sought 
In  this  wit-baffling  world,  where  all  untaught 
We  vainly  toss,  nor  intermission  find. 
Is  there  one  beacon,  whose  instruction  kind 
We  all  may  steer  by,  knowing  its  safe  rays 
Will  lead  us  on  to  more  melodious  days, 
Alike  for  all  mortality  designed? 
No,  no !  though  sprung  we  be  from  common  stock. 
Each  soul,  I  feel,  to  its  own  self  must  preach 
A  most  distinct  evangel,  that  for  each 
There  is  one  key  her  secrets  will  unlock. 
I  shall  die  well,  if  life  to  me  has  lent 
One  high  emotion,  noble  sentiment. 
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OLYMPUS 

IF  all  those  bel-fires  on  the  map  of  night 
Bear  witness  to  the  general  love  of  God, 
And  every  planet,  to  whose  special  nod 
We  bow  allegiance,  tempering  with  their  might, 
To  His  particular  merits — then  a  rite, 
Transcending  all  terrestrial  themes  of  praise, 
Is  being  enacted  to  our  mortal  gaze, 
And  we  are  blinded  by  excess  of  light. 
Open  our  eyes,  ye  holiest,  make  us  see! 
And  lead  us  on,  by  sober-paced  degrees. 
To  sympathize  with  your  high  revelry. 
And  guess  benignly  at  your  godlike  state. 
We  too  shall  join  your  festival,  though  late, 
With  bay  and  paean,  ere  ye  quaff"  the  lees! 
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COMPROMISE 

SUCH  days  environ  us,  that  we  must  not  bring' 
The  essence  mere  of  our  distilled  thought, 
Who  flaunt  a  cloak  of  cloudy  imaging, 
And  speak  but  what  we  may,  not  what  we  ought. 
The  height  that  we  can  hope  is  to  contrive 
A  casket  worthy  of  the  truth's  pure  wit, 
Expose  what's  formal  and  correlative, 
Naught  of  the  sweets  that  may  be  found  in  it. 
So  doth  Apollo's  self  obscurely  hide 
His  seraph-state  within  an  aureate  ball. 
Incontinently  pawning  half  his  pride. 
If  with  the  rest  he  glad  the  eyes  of  all. 
Content  we'd  be,  if  we  could  but  impart 
Our  spirit's  theme,  in  echoes  of  the  heart. 
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CAUSA  PRAEPOTENS 

1  CANNOT  grieve,  while  God  is  in  the  sky, 
Nor  shed  a  tear  of  human  sorrow-drops, 
If  I  would  do  so.  His  remembrance  stops 
My  fountain's  flow,  and  makes  its  source  to  dry ; 
I  cannot  rest,  while  He  His  course  doth  ply 
Perennial,  around  the  lustrous  arch, 
If  I  would  so,  His  sacrificial  march 
Would  make  a  shame  of  me,  and  bid  me  'fie.' 
Our  images  are  to  His  Image  drawn 
By  sweet  example  and  dear  counterpart, 
His  world-redeeming,  Promethean  smart 
Makes  of  our  nights  an  everlasting  dawn — 
He  dies,  for  us  His  likeness  to  forsake  : 
Wc  live,  from  Him  His  difl'ercnce  to  take. 
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RENVOI 

FEAR  ye  not,  ye  ancient  splendours! 
We  shall  see  your  face  again, 
We  shall  know  that  time  existed 

When  the  earth  was  filled  with  men ; 
Fear  ye  not !  the  turning-  cycle, 
Which  erewhile  defeated  you. 
Yet  shall  sweep  away  your  victors. 
Shall  again  make  all  things  new. 

Fear  ye  not,  old  pomps  and  glories! 

Ye  once  more  shall  have  your  day, 
All  the  vernal  things  we  sighed  for 

Once  again  shall  see  their  May; 
Fear  ye  not,  old  generous  worships, 

Temples  of  the  sky  and  star! 
No  more  learned  men  shall  tell  us — 

We  shall  know  you  as  you  are. 
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Fear  ye  not,  ye  famed  traditions, 

Which  have  ling-ered  thus  so  long! 
Progeny  of  scattered  relics ! 

We  shall  live  your  source  among. 
Fear  ye  not !  perpetual  triumph 

Shall  be  seated  on  your  brow, 
And  the  shadow  of  what  once  was 

Be  a  bright  eternal  'now.' 
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at  times,  but  more  strongly  those  *  witty '  poets  of  whom 
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Academy. — "Eighty  beautiful  stanzas  of  admirable  art. 
.  .  .  The  whole  poem  is  replete  with  thought,  and  the  author 
has  relieved  it  by  some  delicate  lyrics  which  stamp  him  as 
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International  Psychic  Gazette. — "Mr.  Calignoc  is  a 
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Occult  Review. — "This  little  book  holds  some  .striking 
thoughts  and  phrases.  .  .  .  The  sonnet  to  Mars  is  very  fine. 
Indeed  Mr.  Calignoc's  best  work  in  this  book  is  contained 
in  seven  sonnets.  '  On  Binsey  F"ell '  and  '  The  Mocker '  are 
both  excellent." 

94 


Academy. — "  This  new  book  is  bound  to  win  the  approval 
of  the  critical  reader.  The  opening  poem  ...  is  a  romance 
in  blank  verse,  with  the  mysticism  of  the  Celtic  tempera- 
ment for  its  dominant  theme,  and  there  are  passages  in  it 
which  reach  a  high  level  of  accomplishment.  .  .  .  We  have 
taken  considerable  pleasure  in  both  parts,  and  can  recom- 
mend the  little  book  as  one  that  stands  a  good  deal  higher 
in  literary  value  and  technique  than  some  of  the  much  be- 
lauded work  issued  under  names  that  are  better  known." 
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